PATCHWORK                                          "A"
Mr. D------looked at the pile of suspicious letters
addressed to students who, presumably, have not
made terms with S------G------.
"Mr. Principal, will you read these letters?"
"No," I said.
"How so, Mr. Principal? They should be opened
by your own hand."
"Mr. D------, does it ever occur to you that I
may perhaps sometimes be profoundly bored by the
epistolary style and the subtle minds of my dear
students?"
"We will let it be, Mr. Principal, it will not
matter much."
I laid the jolly little postcard which began,
Siryjou are a bastard and of low mind., before D------*s
twinkling eyes.
"Tut . . . tut, Mr. Principal . . . Such things
should not be among polite students . . . Such
things are of no account, Mr. Principal. Surely we
shall avert our eyes. This is no manner of address
befitting studentship. Ah, Mr. Principal, such
things do occur . . . even among the most meri-
torious. We will let it be, I think, perhaps, Mr.
Principal . . . Tears, idle tears."
Bearer was in a flutter, passing backward and
forward before the window.